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The Cracks Garland : 
Furniſh'd with Three Excgllent New Songs, 
Song 1. The weeping Harlot ; or, The wanton Miſſes 
" Lamentation for the loſs of their Cullics and Kamaryy 

ful BenefaQtors, who dare not corne as formerly, for 
fear of the private Preſs, 
; Song. II. The Female AuQion; or, A Curlous Colle&i- 
', on off Town Cracks, to be Sold by Inch of Candle, 
at Peticoat-Caſile, near the Sign of the Furbelo Lady, | 
in Dildo-ſtreet. 


'HI. The weeping Virgin or, The forſaken Lover's 
 mournfu]l Tragedy. 
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SONG I. 


The weeping A:riot; or, The wanton Miſſes, Lamen- 
tation for the loſs of their Cullies and Bountitul Be+ 
nifaQors, Oc. Tane of Cellidon. 


Uxom Kate, wh Us 24 to wait IO 
on Gallants of the Town, ne oad 
Art Balls and Plays, in former Days, 
and kiſs'for H.If a Crown; 
Now ſhe crics, with weeping Eyes, 
che Times are hard, few will regard 
A handfome Crack, cho? on her back 
* rich Plumes are till diſplay'd, 
To ſpeak the Truth, our wantort Youth 
do's ſecm to be afraid, : 
For Night and Day, . they're Preft away, 
whioh ſpoils the Harlots Trade. 


| When a Spark comes in the Dark, 
- his Wanton to embrace, 
+ / Painted and Dreſt, among the reſt, 
in Furbelo's or Lace ; 
At the Sale 0! Beer or Ale, 
with Brandy, Wine, choice Liquors fine, 
The Gallants treat where: ere they meet, 
where wanton Games are play-d, 
. While they poſſels their Happineſs, 
3 private Scarcl1 is made, 
He's Pref} away, he cannot ſtay, 
this ſpoils the Harlots Trade. 


(3) 
Oh ! (aid Foan, it is well known, 
that what" thou ſay*ſt is rue, 
I had a Friend that us?d to ſpend” 
on me a Crown or two; * 
VVhen he came, *cwas Will by Nate, 
but he was Preſt amongſt the refi ; 


From my ſoft Arms, and tempting Charms, ; 


he was as fine a Blade _ 
As ever kiſs'd ; his Love. is miſs'd, 

in Rags I'm now array'd ; 
Sweet Siſter dear, theſe chivgs 1 fear , 

will clearly ſpoil.,our Trade. 
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I have not one. Shilling got OY ed) | 
this five Ing” days'and more; 

Nor have I had a jolly Lad ** we 
once ſtept within my*' Door 3" 09. * 

This is hard, will none regard ©; 
our pitcous Moan, quoth Buxom ; 

'Tis very firange, the 'TinieOntdfit change; 

or: we ſhall. be diſmay'd;  _ .... 

The 'Prefs by Night, do's fo affright 
thpſe that wich us have play'd, 

They do not darc co come Pll (wear, 
wherefore it ſpoils our Trade. 


Now and theh fome aged Mcti, * 
with Locks as white as Snow, 
Comes for a tonch, It is not thach, A 
p:rhaps a: Kiſs or ib; fe. 
That is all, when e'er they call. --* 
whoſe ſnecking Price is but a Scile ; 
That will not do, quoth Kate and- "Suez 
iv us the brawny Blade, *' 
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3 " brave and bold, well lind with Gold, 
and gandy Plums diſplay 'd5 

: Bur while the Preſs is more or leſs, 

” we can expect no Trade, 


* Ut is a ſhame the good old Game 

F of Kiſs, and you know what, 

| Shou'd ſuffer (o, by which you ktiow 
{- we Crowns and Pounds have pot; 
© Guinea*s bright for Love's delight, - 
| Kind-hearted Men wou'd give us then, _ 
| Sweet Siſter Sue, you know *tis true,” _ ' /? 
*. beſides rich Banquet made; 5 

* VVith them wed Dine,..drink racey VVine. 


> and was in Silks array d, EE, 
* But now alas | it's come to 7-5 = N 
| that Preflng ſpoils or Trade. | 1”: T 
TE <<. 5 
| The Female AuQtion 3 or, 'A Curious ColleRion of |5 
| Town Cracks, to te Sold by Inch of Candle, 'at | L 
. Peticoat-Caſtle, near the Sign gh the Furbelo Lady, I 
in Ditdo-ſtreet. Tune of - be Cys bf London. F 
1 
: &*- young Sparks of Lowdown Town, 'C 
I VVho would have a. Crack in a Furtelo Gown, I 
- Dreſsd up in black Patches and Powdeted Hair, i 
{ VVih all expedition I'd have you vous 
{ To Petticoat Caſtle, -; E 
| For there is a Parſel ] 
' Of Ladies that xuſile . s 
\ To Sattins and Silks to be fold; | 


t y. the Times are grown fo bad, | = 
Wt there is no work in the kafſt to be had, | h 
'Vyherc- 


| (s) va 
VVherefaxe the Bawds round the City of late, Po 
VVill Gll off their Cracks at a very low Race, 4.25 
'There*s all ſorts and fizes, «vl 
Of changeable Prices, 

'The VVitty and Nizies, FS 
Come now and you may have your Choice, 


'VVhen you come, ſee what you lack, ;: [+4 
There's Rcauty, there?s Tawney, there's Yellow and Black, Y 
"There's young hopping Nancy, and fallowfac's New, '' ' + 
: VVho liv'd the Sign of the Dildo and B: |}, £45 
There's ſquinting Dolly, | 
_ VVich crump houlder'd Moly, 

And Kate brick and jolly, 

You may pick and cull which you pleaſe, 


Now if Money be ſhort wich you, 

Take notice Galknts what you may do, 

; There's young beautiful Miſſes of value, 

; The-which you may freely cake up on the. Tally, 
| Joan, Kate ard Winny, | 

1] Doll, Sue and Jenny, 

1 They'll fell for a Guinea, 

And take it by ſo much a VVcek. 


The Old Madams falls off their Stocks 

_ Of Miſſts, dreſs'd up in their fine Holland Smorks, 
_ If ready Money you can but lay down, 

| The beſt may be bought at the Price of 8 Crown, 

And forme at a Shilling, 

For Kiſſing and -Billing, 

I know they are willing, 

To take any Monty that comes. 


If the Reaſon you fain wou'd know, 
. VVhy they are willing to part with "cm fo, 


' (6) 
Þ eel you the Trade it is grown ſuch a_Drug, 
| Man fcarce:will give now'a Groat and a Mug, 


dl 


Though Joys he is reaping, © + 354 
And with her lies ſleeping, X 4 
FCracks are not worth keeping, | P-2 
* They bring-in-no Profit at all. 


+ If. good Pennyworths you mean to, buy, . 

E: Sw come away Gallants, | tell you for why, 

+ There's beaurifol'Siſters and ſimpering Couſios, 

- Dreſ(s'd up in rich-Gatments, and fent in yl Dozens, 
From alt Parts and Places, : Ec. 
With fair painted Faces, SIE 7 
© Juſt fit for Embraces, | 0 
he like of which never»was known, - 


© There is Danger in long delay, + i 
'.. Wherefore to this Auction come Gallants. uway, EP 
And fee for your Love now,::and buy for your Money, 
F Here's Cracks with ſoft Kiſſes: that” Ss {weeter then _— ; 
* Likewiſe full of Metal, | 

| They'll pleaſe to a rictle, 65-224 Fn 
The Price is but litt le, 2 TE 
Buy all, and,we'll give you the reſt. 


SONG Il. nog 


The weeping Virgin; -or, The forfaken Lover 8 mourrt- 
fal Tragedy. Tune of Co/d and her pela 


Hen Flora with her ſweet Pexfoimes: Wt F25 
| Her pleaſant Smiles, and painted Plames, 8 

|  Haddeck'd the Groves and Meadows fair, 

 þÞ wanderd forth to take the Air, 

' Where by a flowing Rivers ſide, 

A weeping. Dame] I clpy'd. 
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(7) 


The Lamentation which ſhe made, - 


;, Was full of Grief, for thus ſhe (aid, 
'Farewel all hope of Happineſs, 


3] am not able to expreſs 


i ,The Sorrows which I undergo, 


! True Love will prove my Overthrow. 


\ : The fatal Stroke of Cupid*s Dart, 


Has touch'd my youthful yiclding Heart, 


And made ſo deep a Wound therein, 
That I may wiſh | n&er had been; 


? But all thoſe VViſhes are in vain, 


1 do and muſt my Grief ſufiain. 


Here to the VVorld Ill ſhew in brief, 
The Cauſe of all my killing Griet, - 
Is by a moit unworthy Knight, 

Who call'd me once his Heart's delight, 
And now has left me in Deſpair, 
My Grief is more than I can bear. 


When firft he did my Charms behold, 
Whit pleaſant pretty Tales he told, 


| Protefiing that he lov'd me more 


Than any he had ſeen before ; 
Alas! alas: I bing young, 
Believ'd his falſe actuding Fongue. 


No fooncr did I give confent 
To Love, but {irait from me he went, 


| And took a youthiul Lady Gay, 


Now when 1 on the Wedding-Day, 
Behcld him with his Charming Bride, 
Indeed I thought I ſhould have dy*d. 


I figh'd and trembPdev'sy Limb, 


With Tears Iturn'd away from him. 


K-:; 


g reſolved for to yove. 


to foe ſolitary Grove, 1 
here I might end my days in Gricf, 
wy Sorrows being paſt relicf. | 


Enhis is to them a Joyful day, 
Fm Mirth thcy paſs their Time away, 
7 Feafting on rich delicious Chear, © 
| While I alone lie weeping hear, 
* A. poor forſaken harmlefs Maid, _ 
Whoſe Heart by him was ſoon betray? 


* ' He might have caken her at firſt, | 
And then I own, ic had ben juſt, 
Buc fince he footh'd and flatter d me, 
Time after Time to that degree, 
As he has done, I muſi declare, 
He is the .Cauſe of my deſpair, 


Theſe words fic had no ſooner ſpoke, 
| Baur with a ſharp and fatal ſtroke, 
 'The Thread of Life ſhe cut in twain, 
I ran to fave her, but in vain, 
Tr did her (ad deftruftion prove, 
* ohe liv'd to dic, and dy*d for Love. . 


